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Noricz.—‘the 


Fun Week by Week. 


By tHE Party ON THE Spor. 


Wednesday.—Got the Venezuelan Arbitrators over to Paris early 
and set them to arranging preliminaries—“ like a prize fight—or a 


circus. Walkup! Walk up—just going to begin.” 
HI! HI! HI! 
It’s hi! hi! Throw the curtains wide, 


And bang upon the drum ; 
Their differences to decide 
The rival claimants come. 
Walk up! Each in his right believes, 
With cymbals make a din. 
Hi! hi! They’re rolling up their sleeves— 
Just going to begin ! 
Spent the rest of the day at Ascot, and lost a lot over the Royal 
unt Cup. Dined with Sir John Lubbock and the Medical 
Graduates College and Polycliuic—also with General Sir George 
White and the Burma lot at the Monico 
Thursday.—Over to Paris again, and got the Venezuelan arbitra- 
tors fairly started; then across to the Hague, where the Kaiser 
seems to be making himself conspicuous again, sticking his played- 
out “divine right ” spoke in the wheel of progress. Went round by 
Berlin and told him not to be a muff, but he seems to prefer it. 
Went up to Lords and started them on the test match; was afraid 
they would get on badly in my absence, but had to leave them to 
have a look at the Paris Motor Car Show, and to run down to 
Clacton-on-Sea to help open the new “ Passmore Edwards” Holiday 
Home for Sunday School Scholars. Ran down to Ascot for the 
Gold Cup, and then up to Highgate to see them sterilise some milk. 
Friday.—Had another hour or two at the Wright sale fe dear ! 
oh, dear! if I were only rich !), and then ran over and looked at 
Mr. Gould’s cartoons and things. Afterwards down to Ley’s for their 
Speech Day. Looked in at one of the Courts, and just dropped 
upon a most awful incident. Barrister discovered wearing a white 
waistcoat! Horror of Bar! Indignation of judge. Abject apologies 
of barrister, and struggle for concealment. Ineffectual until the 
approval of friendly help and fortuitous pins. Triumphant result. 
Peace. Calm. Tableau! 
COURT OUT! 


Although there’s no rule that laid down by the school 
Of a Lyttleton, Blackstone, or Prescott, 
For exclusion from Court of a garment—in short 
To debar (or dis-bar) a white—wescott— 
Still, he who’d “disclose (or show) cause,” I suppose, 
Would have an uncommon good case there, 
For it seems, to be sure, that things cleanly and pure 
Must be, more or less, out of place there ! 
Dined with Mr. R. L. Jack and the Queensland Division of Greater 
Britain. 
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Saturday.—Took eight sets of Band of Hope children into eight 
different parks, and told them to make the best of it, while I went 
off to Maidstone, and inspected the arrangements for the Royal 
Agricultural Show. Got back in time to help Major General Sir 
W. Stirling inspect the corps of Commissionaires at Chelsea 
Hospital ; after which got easily down to Richmond, and started 
the Auto-Mobile Show for them..Then went for a lovely trip on the 
new torpedo-boat destroyer Akebono oS ours). Down to 
Wellington College also for their “§ Day.” Looked in at 
Lords for the finish of the ‘test match.” Came out with my tail 
between my legs! Whatalick! Oh, England! Oh, my country ! 
Aren’t you “ Abel’ to do better than this? 

Monday.—Took the Duke and Duchess of York down to Oxford, 
told them to take care of themselves, and came back to bring the 
Empress Eugéne from Paris to Farnborough. Then, having helped 
the Princess Christian open the bazaar of the Royal School of Art 
Needlework, pushed over to Stamford Bridge to sample the match 
between Dan Leno’s cricketers and the Chelsea, Fulham, and 
Kensington Benevolent Societies—gate divided. Never laughed so 
much in my life—and I can laugh. Had to cut it, however, and 
get into my togs and medals for the levée at St. James's Palace 

H.R.H. on duty), then scrambled into my female clothes and 

ined with the Women’s Righters—or Writers—I don't care which 
way you spell it. Afterwards to the Royal Botanic Society’s place 
—all over rhododendrons ! 

Tuesday.—Took H.R.H. down to Maidstone for the show—saw a 
heap of Sunday Schools safely off to the Crystal Palace, and helped 
the Duke of Connaught review ‘‘ The Yeomen of the Guard,” Took 
a quiet hour off and went and looked at Madame Mantorain Gutti's 
pastels at Graves’s gallery. Spent the afternoon at the Clarence 
House garden party. Finished up the evening with the Anglo- 
French Association at the Royal Institute of Water Colours’ 
Galleries. The plan of this Association is to encourage the 
entente cordiale between the two nations. There was a band, 
songs, recitations, and Sara Bernhardt. Capital idea, but—— 


GAULING ! 


By the Frenchman and the Briton 
There’s a lot of nonsense written 
Calculated inter-friendliness to sever ; 
And to make them (each dead-letter) 
Understand each other better 
Is undoubtedly a laudable endeavour. 
But—by songs and recitations 
To promote the peace of nations 
Seems an enterprise that’s very far from clever, 
Why—no course, it may be stated, 
Could be better calcula 
To confirm them in their enmity for ever! 
Tue Sporren. 
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THE LABOURS OF LOUBET. 


THE DISPUTE AMONGST THE FRENCH CABINETSMAKERS WAS SETTLED BY WALDECK-ROUSSEAU 
ON THE 22np INTSTANT, 
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The Transvaal Hive. 
ArTreR Dr. WATTs, 


How doth the busy Kruger Bee 
Employ each shining hour, 

Coercing peaceful Outlanders, 
Depriving them of power. 


How skilfully with honeyed words 
He puts on many a tax— 

Till e’en the patient British Lion 
Is rather in a wax. 


Though Outlanders their honey 
bring, 
He still eries out for more— 
And hum-bug from a Kruger Bee 
They count a horrid Boer (bore), 


No law nor justice they obtain, 
He’ll swear that black is white, 

And of his honey, scarce they get 
Enough to dine-a-mite, | 


But when the British Lion wakes— 
He’s perfectly alive— | 
He’ll show that busy Kruger Bee 
He’s master of the hive. | 
} 
| 











The First Lady Architect | 
Admitted. | 
(Miss Ethel Mary Charles, A.R.I.B.A., | 
is the first lady to achieve this dis- 
tinction. | 
Some ladies for designing 
Have talents truly rare, 


And many are much given to 
“* Build castles in the air! ”’ 








Only Natural. 

Mrs. Yungwed: ‘I wonder what 

makes darling baby so _ hollow-eyed, 
Charles ?”’ 

Mr. Y.: ‘* It’s only natural he should 


be holler-eyed, considering that he’s | 
always crying.” 








‘‘T’~tn make-shift with this,’ said the 


: : ; officer.” 
woman, cutting out a piece of calico.” 














SOMETHING TOWARDS IT. 


Miss Flashleigh.—* Do you know, when I first saw you I thought you were an army 


Bertie.—" Weally?”” What a strange coincidence; my rooms do overlook a bawwacks.”’ 











A Cricketer Bold (not Bowled). 


I wIsH it to be told 

I’m a cricketer bold, 

And a member of the M.C.C, 

As my average is great, 

May I be allowed to state 

In the next all-England team I ought to be. 


If I only had been played 

When our friends “ down under ”’ made 
Four hundred, and a twenty, and a one, 
You’d have seen me bowl] them out, 

Put the Darling boys to rout, 


But, of course, if they will choose 
“ Ranji,’ Fry, and sundry ‘“‘ Blues,”’ 
You must expect the prospects to be blue. 
Since my genius they neglect 
Gener it’s easy to detect) 
ritain’s chances will be wrecked 
By the celebrated running Kangaroo, 
So unless they get the tip 
That I’m unsurpassed at slip, 
As a trundler I’m inferior to none, 
Matches numbers three and four, 
Will be added to the score 
Of our cousins, and—they’ll notch the final one! 





And the game for poor old England I’d have won. 


The Challenge. 


Be ready, aye, ready to aid under fire, 





Wilbury Lawn, Hove (late West Brighton). 





EQUAL RIGHTS FOR ALL WHITE MEN IN TRANSVAAL, 


Tue Lion awakes, and aroused from his slumber 
He watches, and waits with low growl to defy, 
Then ready to spring, with a roar deep as thunder, 
On might and his strength we may surely rely. 


A glowing hot spark at our heart’s core now dealing 

Doth quicken life’s forces that pulse through our veins ; 
So swift is the onrush of British strong feeling 

It urges her sons to gain honour’s bright aims, 


Then no subject race shall her sons become ever, 
Britannia protects them on land or on flood ; 
Success must yet crown her determined endeavour 

To gain the just rights of the men of her blood, 


Brave Sons of the Empire, now stand by your sire, 
Whose flag shall defend you whene’er ‘tis unfurl'd ; 


Full force side by side, we can face the whole world, 


Our cause is for freedom, no cause can be bolder : 
To carry this purpose o’er Earth’s broadest space, 
Together we stand, ever shoulder to shoulder, 
And fight till we conquer the foes of our race. 


Jane H. OAKLey. 
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* Ah, now, Tim, sure it’s time dat boy’s hair was cut!”’ 
“Ah, then, ye don’t know the consait of the young divvle! 
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England v. Australia, 


THE KANGAROO (complacently) :— 


“ ADVANCE, Australia!" loud they cried— 
‘* Come on, for now’s your chance!” 

Well, now at last I gaily ride 

On Fortune's forward flowing tide— 
And make a great advance, 

My wicket I can now defend 
’Gainst all the balls they bowl— 

And many batting hours I spend, 

And knock up scores without an end, 
And every field control. 


Then Howell Kelly do for you? 
Australia proudly cries— 
The only Jones can also do 
| A pretty little trick or two 
| When he the leather plies. 
| Then Noble Trumble knows the way 
To pile up scores of runs— 
For at the wicket he can stay 
And knock the balls about all day, 
And gives no easy ones. 
If England sounds war's mighty drum, 
Australian lads will save her! 
3ut cricket—well, we'll show her some— 
Across the Worrall’d we have come, 
And beaten well we'll Laver ! 


THE LION (in amazement) :— 
‘© Advance, Australia! ”’ loud I cried, 
As round I proudly glanced— 
My heart was filled with lofty pride, 
“*‘Advance,’’ I yelled, ‘“‘ to England's side!” 
And—lor—she has advanced. 
To give one mighty jump or two 
She cleverly contrived— 
And she can jump, that Kangaroo! 
And now I feel uncommon blue— 
Australia has arrived ! 


Now, with the sportsman’s pride I thrill: 
I hardly ever fail— 
I have the strength, I have the will, 
And though I have the topmost Hill, 
1 have one—Iredale ! 
My Darling is a batsman bold— 
Each score of his a bumper ! 
Old England all the trumps may hold, 
But in the end she finds she’s sold— 
For up we come, and T'rumsper. 


My Gregory, though not a Pope, 
Can well protect the wicket— 

With him no Britisher can cope, 

Tis he that is his country’s hope— 
'Tis he’s the King of cricket. 





My stalwart sons may take the field— 


With legs both ‘long ’’ and “‘ square ’’— 


But, lo, Australia will not yield 

Her wickets she can surely shield— 
And all her play is fair. 

The side we first thought fit to don, 
We quickly had to doff— 

Our pride at last has fairly gone, 

We didn’t wear it for ‘‘ long on” 
Though now it is “ long off.’’ 


Our points we thought distinctly good 
But times are out of joint— 

They beat us—no one thought they 

would— 

For they have now, it’s understood, 
A “point ’’ to ‘‘ cover point.”’ 

We bowl the ball with all our might, 
One swift, then one a creeper— 

For fours and threes it takes a flight— 

They keep the wicket until night, 
Though we play wicket-keeper. 

They slog, they cut, they draw, they block, 
Astonishing the million— 

And there they stand as firm as rock, 

And daily, gaily, freely knock 
The ball to the Pavilion. 

We wait around and field away, 
Amazed, and dazed, entranced ! 

We thought that cricket we could play— 

3ut even lions have their day— 

Australia has advanced. 
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ENGLAND v. AUSTRALIA. 


THE AUSTRALIAN TEAM, IN THAT GLORIOUSLY UNCERTAIN GAME 
CONCEDED—PRE-EMINENTLY SUPERIOR BATTING, BOWLING, AND FIELDING, WON THE SECOND TEST MATCH, 
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OF CRICKET, BY THEIR—IT MUST BE 


(For Cartoon Verses, see page 204.) 
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The Imperial Baby Farm; or, “Only a Miss BANNERMAN :— 
’ ” You want the farm to mother him 
) Little One. When we would like to smother him, i 
; AN OPERETTA IN ONE SCENE, Oh, I hate the very. sight of little Bills like that ! . 
I cannot bear to gaze at him, 
CHARACTERS :— I hate the artful ways of him, 
Nurse Balfour ............++Head Nurse of the Baby Farm. A nasty Ritualistic and unnecessary brat. 
Miss Campbell-Bannerman....A — (Pro-temmy to & wulllh Bicseus 3 
Miss Labouchere coccccccccoch Beil - constituted (British) Not that ! Oh, say, not that ! 
Scene: The Incubating Chamber. | Miss BaxNgRMAn |— . 
(Curtain rises and discovers Miss Bannerman and Miss Labouchere A bras | 
Enter Nurse lfour, with a perambulator full of “ little Bills.” Nonse BaLvour :— 
Oh, didum call my darling an unnecessary brat ? 
Nourse BALrour itative and song) :— 
A Nurser Batrour, Miss BANNERMAN, AND Miss LABOUCHERE.—TRIO, 
I’ve here some babes, all {air to see, > 
Of high and also low degree. Nurse Balfour :— But he’s only a little one, 
Some long, some short, some fat, some thin, Merely a little one! 
I’m pleased, indeed, to “ bring them in.” ; Spare him, oh spare him, I pray. 
I also trust you will not flout Miss B.:— As he’s only a little one; 
Or go and try to “‘ throw them out.” _ Merely a little one,] 
Pray see that no obstruction kills Please us and throw him away ! 
These pretty, darling, little Bills. Nurse B, :— But I’ve promised, so what shall I say ! 
Oh think of my promise, I pray! 
Here’s a Barrack Loan Bill, you can wish him no ill, Miss L.:— It was only a brittle one, 
Though your heart were the heart of a tiger, Merely a brittle one, 
Here’s the new “‘ Naval Works,” pray observe how he smirks, Chuck little Billy away! 
And here’s dear little Bill from the Niger. You are shrewd, you are clever— 
Here’s a “ Factory " lad, can a better be had Nurse B.:— What, drop a Bill? Never! 
(Hush-a-bye, do not wriggle and writhe, Bill!) Miss Bannerman :— What, never ? 
And here’s one other yet, he’s a sweet little pet, Nurse B. :— No never ! 
And they call him the “ Clerical Tithe Bill” ! Miss Labouchere :— What never ? 
The dear little “ Clerical Tithe Bill” ! Nurse B :— Well, hardly ever ! 
Fp a nde ene ary (Nurse Balfour, holding Clerical Tithe Bill firmly in her arms, 
| While Canons have given good wishes | strikes an attitude of defiance. Misses Labouchere and Bannerman 
| He’s a sweet little pat, seize the other Bills and begin strangling them revengefully. 
4 - 
| So we can’t let him fret— Picture and fceniaiet.] 
All he wants is the loaves and the fishes ; 5 
He will thrive upon loaves and some fishes ! cease prereset ee 
He's a dear little chap, if he met with mishap, * sa 
cacy ape aa ial tbs seus eves out. Water-Nymph and Wood-Nymph. 
He’s so meek and se mild is this nice little child— [Richmond has been much upset by the proposal of the Woods 
And the cleverest, too, for his size, out. and Forests Office to fill in the famous stream known as the “ Ha- 
oy ven | wey fe Re yhe honest and just ; Ha.’’} 
: °o roy were as arson— 
Incubate him to-day, without‘hny delay, “a « Neder ay Peg 
And oblige the poor down-teollion parson | On @ summer's evening sought “ook 
Pray, oblige the poor down-trodden parson |! Sister, Dryad of the Forest. 
The Government's blessed him, 4“ ms 
| Wood-nymph, see! my eyes grow filmy 
My uncle has dressed him, I am doomed to ruthless slaughter ! 
' Nurse Chamberlain’s given good wishes— | Chiefs of thine have sworn to kill me— 
He's a sweet little pet— 


Sworn to choke my Laughing Water !”’ 


Spake the wood-nymph clearly, cheer’ly : 
** Foolish maid, thy soul alarm not ! 
They, who silvan Dryad dearly 


So we can’t let him fret, 
All he wants is the loaves and the fishes, 
He will thrive upon loaves and some fishes, 


(During the song Miss Bannerman is seen to be consulting Miss Love, will silvern Naiad harm not! 
Labouchere, and at its conclusion is pushed forward by Miss True, my Chiefs at times are dunder— 
| Labouchere.) Heads: but surely Earth's severest 

. ‘ Vandal would not thuswi d 
Miss CaAMPBELL-BANNERMAN,— MELODRAMATIC SONG (with muffled Wettckiat’s aneate ceteris | 
drum accompaniment). 


Courage, sister! I’ll convince ’em 


Away with him! Away with him ! That *twere blackest crime to slaughter 
How dare you come and play with him! Such fair charmer as my winsome 

How dare you dream of gee, Eaaggg like that! Naiad of the Laughing Water! ” 
I've heard what people say of him, 








My Party will make hay of him, : 2 q # 


A nasty, ugly, silly, and unnecessary brat ! Our Premier as a Bi g 


Nurse Barour :— “ Waar means this Boerish grunting ? ” 
Not that! Oh, say, not that ! eee asks, his pose portly and pompous ; 
**It seems to me old Kruger’s greed is blunting, 
Miss BANNERMAN (after consulting Miss Labouchere) :— His keen sense; has a been non compos ? . 
A brat ! ‘* Boasts of his forts and big guns! Tho’ I wield 
Weone We ‘ ie | Great Britain’s power—I do not scoff 
Nunse BaLFour (weeping) :— | At him : but firmly bid him yield, 
Oh, didum call my darling an unnecessary brat? For I’m a Big 'un, too, and might go off.” 













































































THE story of An American Citizen who 
becomes “‘a blooming Britisher” and marries 
an English girl for money that he may save his 
credit and she may “have a good time,” is 
expertly, prettily, and with genuine humour 
set forth by Mrs. Madeleine Lucette Riley, and 












\\\ <= « smoothly and cleverly presented by Mr. Nat 
. Ne C. Goodwin and company at the Duke of 
Ce York’s. There is little startling novelty about 


Mrs. Riley’s plot—no anxious doubts as to 
the upshot disturb the attentive mind— 
but she has a clear eye for “character,” and her localities are 
skilfully chosen for effect. Mr. Goodwin’s command of pure comedy 
is once more exemplified, he has the quality of restraint 
in the most farcical situations, greatly to the enhancement 
of their humour, and his light touch of the tender stop is true and 
convincing. Miss Maxine Elliott is something more than a 
capable heroine with a distinct charm, Miss Gertrude Elliott 
confirms the good opinion she has already earned among us, and the 
company generally “ play up” well, with conspicuous smoothness 
and readiness, An American Citizen is one of those things which 
should by no means be missed. 


The Ysaye concert at Queen’s Hall on the 17th instant was 
delightful in every way. The marvellous power of the wonderful 
violinist, Mons. Ysaye, rendered the audience uproarious with rap- 
ture. Lalo’s concertoin F minor is redolent with deep melody, and 
Ysaye brought it all out. Chausson’s poeme, mournful and 
expressive, and additionally so, it seemed, owing to the recent 
death of the composer, was a revelation. The Scotch fantasia of 
Max Bruch, with its familiar Scotch airs, as played by Ysaye, was 
an avalanche of melodious beauty. The orchestra is a brilliant 
one, and well under the control of Mr. Henry J. Wood. Beethoven's 
‘‘Cariolian,” one of Grieg’s symphonic dances, Liszt’s “‘ Orpheus,” 
and Cowen’s “ Four Old English Dances” were splendidly and 
impressively performed. Mr. Robert Newman’s musical catering 
for the appreciative public is, indeed, delectable. Next 
Wednesday evening will be the occasion of the last 
concert of the season, when selections from Wagner and 
Tschaikowsky will be given. The work of the former will be the 
first act of Valkyrie, and Miss Helen Jaxon, Mr. E. Van Hoose, and 
Herr Emil Senger will be the vocalists. This final concert will be 
the 138th given under the management of Mr. Robert Newman 
since August last who, in the time, received The Command to 
- organise @ performance before Her Majesty. 


Miss Lillian Blauvelt announces an afternoon vocal recital on 
Tuesday, 4th prox., at which Ysaye will play. 


The Royal Botanic Society’s féte was favoured with excellent 
weather rile Wednesday, and an overflowing audience? resulted, as 
the principal attraction was the performance on a “ woodland 
stage” of the forest scenes of As You Like It, Miss Dorothea 
Baird looked ravishing in the part of Rosalind, and Mr. Ben Greet 
rendered his Touchstone with his well-known ability. The pastoral 
dances of the London Training Schoo! children were very charming, 
and influenced a sensation of idyllic apotheosis over the entire 
afternoon’s entertainment. 





“Harpy” Benerir.—It will be remembered that a serious | 


accident, resulting in scalp 
to “Hardy,” the American Bi » whilst perf at the 
Alexandra Palace, several % M 

writes to say that he hag set apar 
maw benefit, for which he is 
theatrical and music hall pro 
stantial sum to recompense 
engagements he has necessarily to 












gressing very favourably, and will be und ge of T. 
Dolling Bolton, Esq., i 4 G. C. T. Barth P., Arthur 
Collins (Drury Lane Th , Frederick FE Maude 
(Haymarket Theatre), Morton ré), Martin 
Harvey (Prince of Wales Theatre), Frank (London 
Pavilion), H. Gilmer, Esq. (The Oxford), W. Gr > Theatre), 
&c., &c. The follo Artistes have promis ; 


Miss Ellaline Terriss, Miss Decima Moore, Rose 

Miss Katie Lawrence, Mr. Arthur Lloyd, Mr. Charles Mr. 

Fred Hestanaa Little Maudie Vera, Miss Alice D’Albert, and Miss 
ennie Mills, 


We have before us the excellent illustrated pamphlets issued by 
that most enterprising of railway companies, the Great Eastern. 
Happy is the district a which this railway runs, ana happier 
still the railway to have had such a delightful country to open up. 
To praise the invigorating charm of the East Coast in these days is 
a work of supererogation. To eulogise the Broads is to paint the 
lily. The only thing remaining to be done is to point out that not 
only are there such towns on the East Coast as Lowestofé, Yar- 
mouth, Cromer, Clacton, and Walton, not to mention Félixstowe, 
Hunstanton, and Southwold, but that scattered up and down the 
coast lie dozens of smaller towns to be visited by the lovers of 
‘* fresh air,”” tempered by “ the quiet life." Health blows across the 
North Sea all the year round, and to all those who desire this sum- 
mer to see fresh woods and pastures new, we heartily commend the 
charming little pamphlet entitled “Holiday Haunts on the East 
Anglian Coast.” In this volume the charm of East Anglia is Irudly 
praised by epicurian journalists. 

ising, however, that we cannot live entirely on ozone, or 
permanently reside, unhoused, amid even the most picturesque 
scenery; and freely admitting that the sportsman seeks sport, be 
Nature ever so alluring, the Great Eastern is issuing pamphlets of 
practical utility. Do you wish to know where to look for apart- 
ments? Turn to “‘ Farmhouse and Country Lodgings,” which is, in 
fact, a directory of ample proportions. Do you wish to know from 
whom “ Farm and Dairy Produce” may procured fresh and 
unadulterated? Turn to the pamphlet of that name, and you will 
be fully informed. Do you boat, or fish? “The Waterways of 
Norfolk and Suffolk" will tell you where best to go? Do you golf? 
“ Golfing on the East Coast’ will guide us to the most delectable 
links. And last, but not least, these wonderful volumes are issued 
gratuitously, and -familias wondering where to go cannot do 
better than apply for them at once, 
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AT THE DUKE OF YORK’S. 


Tur Tixs (anp Hooxs anp Eves) or Matrimony, Somer 
DIFFICULTY IN GETTING THEM TO MEET, 
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“On Things in General.” 


By Ma. “Foun’s” WASHERWOMAN, 


So far as I can make out, wot old 
Kruger will get if ’e don’t look out—for 
we must ‘ave a“ lookin” —isa pomatum 
[? Ultimatum.—Ed., Fun], to be well 
rubbed in into is ‘ead, in ’opes of 
’xtractin’ a little sense, if there’s any on 


tap, wich from ’is conduct seems doubt- 
ful. Really, the Boer’s cheek is kollosal, 
an’ is only ekalled by ’is jaw”; ’e’s 
fair—I mean unfairly— mf ee’ with the 
British Lion, but it’s a dangerus animal 
to play with, the muzzlin’ order not 

applyin’ to this nobel creechur, though 
the ‘‘ Little Englanders ” wou'd like to 
make it ignoble in the eyes of the world. 

‘‘ Persevere, persevere, Frenchy man, 
make a ministry fast as you can!” 
This seems easier sed than done; up to 
now, there’s been two failures, but they 
must stick to the old sayin’, “‘ If at first 
you don’t suckseed, try, try, try again,” 
espeshully as pore Dreyfus i is to be tried 
agin. They say that wen Dreyfus sed 
good-bye to Devil’s Island ’e shed a tear; 
if it wasn’t a *‘ crokodile’s tear,”’ it ought 
to ’ave been.. Anyway, I ’ope ’e’s left ’is 
sorrer behind ’im there, an’ that ’is 
future will be as bright as ’is past ’as 
been gloomy of late years. 

The women writers ’ad a dinner at the | 
Criterion about a week ago, but they 
never invited me! It almost made me 
“Cri.” There was no men present, so I 
s’pose there was more torkin’ than eatin’ 
goin’on. Swaller that little bit, women 
writers! Revenge! 

A sad story from Klondike. Three 
men lost their way, an’ was found dead 
—starved to death. Their pockets was 
fullof gold. Theirony of it! My boy 
Sam wanted to go to Klondike, but I 
told ’ im that I'd * make it hot ” for ’im 
if ’e did, an’ the imperdent young rascal 
sed that ’e would want warmin’ if ’e 
went there durin’ the cold! 

The Primrose League got 8,422 new 
members in May, the total now bein’ 
1,481,137, wich shows that we’re a league 
or more ahead of the “‘ Little Englanders ”’ 
(Petits perfidious Albions—French) an’ 
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sich-like. 
HEART BREAKING. _ They ~e they ’ad discovered an | 
we Parent (anwious to impress the lesson).—‘‘ Now, my son, tell me why I have foe sly ahaa petirey heb | 
caned you. in asardine box—of course, it looked 
Tommy (bitterly ).—“* Boo—oo—; there, you've give me a good hidin’—boo—oo!— ‘‘ fishy ’’—for preservin’ eggs. I’ve got 
an’ you don’t even know what you've done it for!”’ an infernal machine on my premises-— 


the “‘ gas-registerin’-liar.”’ 


AN DE RS ON ’s 


CLITY OF LONDON 


DRESSINGS FOR BOOTS AND SHOES 


OF BVERY DESCRIPTION. 




















: CITY OF LONDON GLOSS for every kind of Black Leather Goods. 
; ” ” SELF POLISHING WATERPROOF BLACKING produces a Brilliant Polish. 
; GLYCERINE CREAM (White and Black) for Cleaning and Polishing best Glace Kid and Patent Leather. 
For imparting a Brilliant Polish to all kinds of Brown Leather goods use 
i es TAN GLOSS, or 


- BROWN LEATHER DRESSING. With either of these two articles, in two minutes, beots are ready to wear. 
Ask any Boot Dealer for ANDERSON’S goods, and be sure you get them. ~ 


Ss, SOUTH STREET, FINSBURY, LONDON. E.C. 























